KERMAN
he, "you are not a woman, you  are  a fiend, and
therefore must die/'
He therefore ordered his men to bind her with
cords, face downwards, on to the back of a wild
horse, and to turn horse and its rider into the desert.
This order was carried out amidst heartrending cries
and entreaties for mercy from the girl, but to all the
general paid no heed, declaring that she was only
suffering a just death for the abominable behaviour
to her own people. The soldiers followed the horse
for some distance into the desert to prevent its
returning, and thus perished the beautiful traitress
of Kerman.
I may say here that this form of death is not
unknown even now in Persia, and I heard a story of
a man who treated his wife in much the same way,
only the idea was perhaps a little more diabolical.
He was angry with her for some reason, and desired
to rid himself of her, so he caught a cow, and kept
it shut up without water for some days. Then he
bound his wife under the body of the animal and
sent it off. Of course the cow made for the nearest
stream, and we can imagine better than describe the
fate of the poor woman.
The Kerman of to-day is a large walled-in city of
about forty thousand souls. This wall is pierced by
some dozen gates, some of which are in good repair,
but others are fast falling into ruin. In fact, most of
the buildings in Kerman, as well as other parts of
Persia, are " kharab shodeh "—that is, either in ruins,
or fast falling into that state. The "kharab" build-
ings outside the town are the abode of jackals,
hyaenas, owls, and other creatures of the desert.
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